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"Is that so? Well, I'll give it anyway. So let's say
you're impartial people, unprejudiced, without any 'yours'
and 'mine'. Two people are brought before you. One
says: he robbed me and beat me to a pulp; the other says:
I have a right to rob people and beat them to a pulp be-
cause I own a whip	"
"Have you nothing to say that is to the point?" asked
the old man, raising his voice: His hand was shaking, and
the mother was glad to see how furious he was. But she
disliked Andrei's behaviour—somehow it did not har-
monise with the speech of her son. She wanted their ar-
guments to be serious and dignified.
The khokhol looked silently at the old man before he
went on.
"To the point?" he said soberly, wiping his brow. "Why
should I speak to the point with you? My comrade has
already told you all you should know for the present.
Others will tell you the rest when the time comes."
The old man raised himself in his chair. "Sit down!"
he shouted; "Next—Grigori Samoilov?"
The khokhol tightened his lips and sat down unhur-
riedly. Samoilov got up and stood beside him, shaking
back his curly hair.
"The prosecutor called my comrades savages, enemies
of civilisation...."
"Say nothing but what concerns your trial."
"This concerns it. There's nothing that shouldn't con-
cern honest people. And please don't interrupt me. What
do you call civilisation—that's what I'd like to know?"
"We are not here to debate with you! No digres-
sions!" said the old man, baring his lower teeth*
The behaviour'of Andrei had brought about a change
in the judges—had peeled something off, as it were.
Their grey faces grew blotched, and cold green sparks
glinted in their eyes. They had been annoyed by Pavel's
speech, but the power of his words had forced them to
respect him and keep up appearances. The khokhol had
ripped off appearances and exposed what was under-

